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Love Should Never Feel Like This 


Author's Notes: 
Written for a friend over Skype last year! Edited, fixed a few things, brought it up to date. A bit of Hysteria: 
The Def Leppard Story is referenced in the beginning! 


Takes place in some random hotel, doesn\'t matter where. Use your imagination! First time writing anything 


with Pete. 


"You're an idiot!" Tempers flared, punches were thrown, blood spilled. "You walk off stage for a drink, leaving 
Steve to play all by himself. What the hell were you thinking?!" They'd had this conversation many times 
before. It always ended as an argument. Joe hitting Pete, Pete retaliating. The two of them nearly killing each 
other, only to be broken up by Sav, who seemed to be the band's mediator. 


"| needed a drink" The short brunette spat out. "Stage fright." 


"You don't get stage fright. Steve does." Always the same fucking excuses, Joe thought bitterly. 


"Then why not yell at him?!" 
"Because he doesn't walk off stage in the middle of a show, that's why.’ 


"And if he did, you wouldn't yell at him!" It felt as if the rest of the band were against him. Pete couldn't do a 
damned thing right. 


| would too, Pete." Joe had, had just about enough of this shit. It was all he could do to not put his hands 
around Pete's throat and squeeze until his eyes bugged out, face turned blue, then he passed out. Little 
pathetic excuse of a man! All he was good for was playing guitar, and now he was fucking it up. 


"Whatever!" Turning his back toward the vocalist, Pete took three steps toward the door. It was all he had 
time for. A hand grabbed long dark tresses, pulling harshly. His head went back forcefully, making intake of air 
difficult. "The fuckl?" The guitar player cried. A palm encircled his upper arm. Nails dug in, bringing blood to the 
surface, yet not piercing the flesh. 


"You're not going anywhere." Joe hissed, eyes narrowed to slits. "We're going to work this out, one way or 
another, you immature bastard." Before Pete could register the words in his wasted state, the much taller 
male forced him around. Now that they were face to face, hands gripped narrow shoulders. As a reaction, the 
other Leppard encircled the front man's wrists. A slow reaction, but one never the less. "What is your god 
damned problem!?" Joe shook the younger musician, crying out in vain. Words were meeting ears which refused 


to help process rational thoughts. 


"Wrong with me?!" Speech became forcefully stuttered, due to the jerked movements. Hands slid down, nails 


dug into Joe's fingers, clawing, trying to make an escape. 


"Look at what you're doing. You're blowing your god damned chance, you fucking dumbass!" Joe barked, acid 
infused with his words, increased use of swears showing his extreme frustration. He cared for his younger 
band mate. But at this point, it was getting difficult for him to anymore. All Joe wanted to do was just -give 
up- on the bastard. 


"No! Look at what you're doing." If he could shift the blame, so to speak from himself, Pete would do it. "You're 
hurting me, you idiot" 


"Fuck you." With all the strength he could muster, Joe savagely pushed the drunken Leppard away from him. 
Pete stumbled backward a few steps, tripped on air, then fell. His rear connected with the badly patterned 


carpet. 

"No, fuck you." When he'd tried to climb back to his feet, legs refused to work. The younger Lepp looked so 
pathetic. Struggling to get up, cursing his front man as he did. "You're nothin’ but an..An egotistical.Jerk" On 
the third try, Pete had managed to stand once more. 


"Go to fucking sleep." Joe hissed. He was finished. Done with the conversation Pete would never listen. He'd 


never stop, or understand. If he wanted to destroy his own life..Then fucking let him! He turned away from the 
black haired male. It was too late to go out, sleeping in the bus wasn't an option, the others were already in a 
blissful state of rest. So, he was screwed. He'd never get any shut eye unless Pete passed out first. 


Hazy emeralds focused on the wall. Beige paper lining it, peeling in some parts. Joe pretended to be interested in 
it as he simmered.An attempt to keep from killing his friend. As the saying went, ‘if looks could kill. Shoulders 
were tense, jaw set, brows narrowed, eyes trained. Thoughts that crossed the singers mind ranged from, ‘Just 
ignore anything he says. He's drunk. Doesn't mean it.. Don't do anything you'll regret, Joe: to ‘If that little 
bastard provokes me, that's /# How contradicting.. 


"Go right ahead. Take the pussy way out of the fight" Pete hadn't the faintest idea of what had made him say 
such a thing. Pissing off Joe Elliott wasn't a good idea. First off, the singer was taller. Second, Joe could and 
would eventually, throw him out of the band. 


"What?" The unofficial band leader whipped around, glaring hot knives at his friend. Past mental ramblings 
forgotten. "| don't take the ‘pussy way’ out of anything." The larger of the pair growled. " You do. You pick fights 
you can't finish, then get me to finish them for your scrawny ass." Oohhh, this was it. Joe had been pushed 
too far. "You drink yourself blind practically, then get angry when anyone chastises you for it. Then, you bitch 
about Steve's drinking." He pointed toward the wall for emphasis, as the strawberry blonde was in the next 


room over with Sav. "How dare you?!" 


He'd snapped. Completely. Fucking. Snapped In a flash, Joe was on top of the one with hazel eyes. Rational 
thoughts were gone. Thrown out the window, paired with any regard for Pete's health and their friendship. 


As he'd drawn back to allow his fist to meet the other musician's face, Joe stopped. He felt something.. To his 
horror, he'd realized that Pete had his back arched up, nails latching onto the carpet. Hips rose and fell a few 
times, effectively grinding himself against the singer's ass. If Pete thought he could distract the front man 
with sex, then it was not going to happen. 


Joe's hesitation lead to his downfall. While he'd been in shock, the younger saw his chance, and took it, much 
like a pack of wolves on a wounded buffalo. Hands left the carpet, locking around the lighter brunette's neck. 
Grip tightened, squeezing. 


Knowing that Pete was too out of his mind to really understand what he was doing, Joe thought quick. A hand 
darted between their clothed bodies. Fingers gripped Pete's crotch. Gentle at first. But when that didn’t yield 
the results he'd been after, Joe squeezed tighter. hat worked. Pete surrendered, yowling in pain as he did. The 
amusing thing was..The guitarist was actually -hard-. He hadn't been, until Joe squeezed. The short bastard 
must have been a masochist! Ohh, this was too good to be true. "Slut." Joe sneered. Now that he was free, he 
stood. Eyes averted from Pete, Joe stepped away. He intended to go to bed, as he was exhausted. 


But the height challenged Leppard had other plans! Just as the singer stepped away, he'd taken hold of Joe's 
pants leg. Down he came, collapsing in a heap. Bigger they are, harder they fall, right? Pain radiated through 
the front man's joints, the wind knocked from his body. While he coughed, attempting to re-fill his lungs, Pete 


scrambled to his feet. Now that he was beginning to sober up, the drunken guitarist found it easy to place 
himself on his fallen friend's back. Why he'd done so, Pete hadn't the faintest idea Not knowing what else to do, 
he forced Joe's head to the side, then bit into the sensitive flesh of his neck. 


"Son of a bitch!" That would be leaving a mark for sure. One he couldn't cover up. Dammit! "Get your bony ass 
offa me!" Struggling brought no positive results. It didn't matter how hard he thrashed. Pete's grip remained 
vice tight. One hand in his curly tresses, the other doing it's best to hold on to Joe's neck 


However, due to their height differences, it also meant that his hands were smaller. So, in turn, it meant that 
Pete's attempts to strangle the older Leppard were failed. Well, Joe had something else on Pete. Sheer strength. 
Just enough to out do the guitar player. It had finally come to the long limed brunette..Just get up on his 
knees! Why he hadn't gotten the bright idea before, the singer was clueless. Trying to lift himself while 
suffering exhaustion was a hard enough task After adding on about one hundred and ten pounds, it was nearly 


impossible. Joe was -tired-, but knew the risks involved with dead weight on his backside, should Pete pass out. 


The sheer force would press down on not only his back, but chest as well, due to the unforgiving floor. That 
meant that he wouldn't be able take in precious air. His guitar player would kill him! Even if he didn't mean to. 
Knowing full well what it would do to the band if he were to reach his demise gave Joe all of the strength he'd 
need. Call it adrenaline, fight or flight mechanism, or whatever other name you'd like to slap on it. It was easier 


to rise to his hands, rather than knees first. That would have required extra movement. 


In response to that, Pete hissed. "Look who's in control now, you fucker! Joe Elliott, the egotistical bitch who's 
always controlling everything At my mercy!" All the musician with spun onyx strands needed was an evil villain 
laugh and costume, and the situation could be almost funny. Keyword - almost. 


Because he wasn't able to lay flat on his friend's back any longer without sliding off, Pete had managed to wrap 
an arm around the larger man's neck. The action cut off Joe's air. That wasn't only dangerous because humans 
and nearly every other living thing needed oxygen, but also because his voice was Def Lepp's signature. People 


came to see hm. To hear his talent.His good looks were just an added bonus. 


Laying down ran the risk of being suffocated. But bringing himself to his knees also meant that he'd be choked. 
Dammit. Either way, Joe was royally screwed He couldn't stand. Pete was much too heavy. Even if he did try, 
the skinny bastard would attempt to strangle him. Son of a bitch! 


Feeling as if he had no other choice, Joe did his best to throw all of his weight to the left. If it worked, the 
vertically challenged musician would collide with the frame for the bed. Hopefully it'd give him enough time to 


get up, and either restrain the darker brunette, or retaliate. 
A sickening crack alerted Joe that yes, his attempt was successful. Arms burned, legs as well. Every muscle of 
his lean, faintly tan body ached. Fuck.Why couldn't he just sleep here?! It'd been a long day. Performing, running 


on four hours of sleep. Even then, it was restless sleep. Not enough to allow him to fully recharge. 


Why did every other night have to be like this? Confronting the tiny Leppard, arguing with him, until they both 


were ready to die, figuratively speaking, from lack of rest. It'd never gotten physical before this night. Well, the 
occasional backhand, full out punch or shove set aside, of course. Pete had always buckled under Joe's verbal 


pressure. Why did he resist, challenge his authority tonight? 


Not giving himself any more time to think about it, Joe brought himself to his knees. Pushing corkscrew 
strands from his eyes, he could clearly see his friend. Curled up into the fetal position Why? Why did he have 
to feel bad for the little bitch? Pete was bringing this onto himself! Joe shouldn't have felt pity. Rather, he 
should have been laughing. No. It wasn't the kind of guy he was. Joseph Thomas Elliott the second was a kind 
person. Because of that, he managed to stand, take the two steps over to his friend, and offer his hand. 


"Pete." He spoke, obvious hurt in his voice. He'd probably injured the smallest of the band, and if he required 
hospitalization, it'd be on him. How would that look? They were supposed to put on a show in less than sixteen 
hours. This early into their career, not being able to show up could cost them everything.Right? All they'd 
worked toward. The fighting for a chance. A chance to prove they were serious. Could do it, make it. Be 
successful..No, Joe couldn't, wouldn't blow it for the band, over something so trivial. As a fight, that was. Not 
his friend's drinking.He only hoped that Pete could see that as well. Those thoughts were pushed away, as the 


emerald eyed Leppard focused on his current roommate. 


No answer. Joe was certain that Pete's sides were still moving. It was sort of hard to tell, given the jacket he 
was wearing. But he didn't -dare- reach down and check for a pulse. There was an absence of blood, lack of 
smell for it, too. But if there were damage to his back, then the jacket would be hiding it, right? Seconds 
blended into minutes. What was nearly fifteen seconds felt like half an hour. Giving in, Joe bent down a bit 
more, despite his own back protesting, slid his long fingers across his friend's cheek. The action also moved long 
obsidian silken strands out of the way. 


That was when Joe noticed it. Something wet. Clear, but-wet-. Tears? Had Pete been crying? Well.lt was a 
natural reaction, after having his back slammed into the sturdy metal bed frame. Fuck That cut him like a 
knife. "Pete.l'm sorry." The words wouldn't amount to much. What he'd just done was highly unacceptable! 
But.lt was either hurt the younger male, or be choked/suffocated. Why did this have to be so tedious? 
"Please..Don't cry? You know | didn't mean to hurt you, right?" 


Once again, no response. As he waited, Joe continued to pet the other male's hair. When eyes finally opened, 
Pete gave his front man a pitiful expression. Like a child who'd been slapped one too many times. There had 
been just a flash of it for a millisecond, but Joe was sure he'd seen fear. Pure ferror. Why shouldn't the 
guitar player be horrified? Someone much taller than himself, stronger, with a shorter fuse, had managed to 


cause him agony. Crippling anguish, even. 


Okay.Now, Joe could either walk away, or man up, stay with his friend, and try to right the wrong he'd just 
done. Bringing himself to his knees, Joe gently reached out again. Stroking his friend's hair once more, letting his 
hand run down the side of his face. Guard was completely down. Because of that, he showed absolutely no 


reserves. 


Taking that into mind, Pete allowed himself to strike. A swift, surprisingly powerful punch, right fo the Lepp 


vocalists jaw. Being caught by surprise, the atackee remained motionless. Did that really just happen? Did that gap 
toothed Iittle asstace just hit him? After he'd gotten down on his knees, apologized, then broken down the walls of 


his emotional fort? 


The force of the blow caused Joe fo turn his head, the same direction that the straight haired bastards fist had 
gone. Pain radiated from his cheek bone. There was no doubt that there would be a bruise. The short tempered 
lighter brunette could taste blood Because of the blow, he'd managed to not only bite his lp, but also the inside of 
his cheek 


"Thats for hurting me, you cocksucker." Pete seethed, bringing himself to a sitting pose. 


Alright They were even now. An eye for an eye, as the saying went, right? The urge fo put more wood on the 
dieing fire was high Joe wanted to backhand his band mate. But that would just create a nasty, vicious circle. One 
that he'd rather cut in half. "./ deserved that." Joe spoke through gritted teeth Did he believe it? ..Yes and no. Yes, 
for causing physical harm to his friend No, because the fight had started because of the darker haired guitarist 


The vocally talented man pulled himself up. With a slight hiss, he stretched cramping muscles. "Let's get to bed, we 
have a long day ahead of us." Shedding his shirt, the lithe Leppard crossed the room, to step into the bathroom. 
Once there, the door was shut, and locked It wasn’t that he feared Pete coming in, but it was a good habit to 


practice. 


Affer he'd examined the injury hed just received and taken care of whatever else, the first true member of Def 
Lepp exited the small room. Once he traded places with Pete, Joe changed out of the restricting jeans he'd been 
wearing along with his boots. The reason the other members of the band, Sav excluded, hated sharing a small room 
with Joe, was because he slept naked. He'd made it clear that he wasnt modifying that, and if they didnt Ike if, 
then they didn't have to room with him. The only reason hed stayed with Pete, was simply because he needed to 
be taken care of that night. As in, taught a lesson Yelled at. Rick could stay on his own, but Steve needed 


someone, so Sav had offered 


Once he was comfortable in bed, Pete had come out, changed into a different pair of boxers, and climbed in with 
the much faller male. The pair would have gotten a room with separate beds, if Pete hadn't taken forever getting 
fo the hotel After the show, hed been so totaled he could barely form coherent words, let alone walk! Why not 
book before said concert? No time. They'd gotten to the venue an hour late due to a flat tireAnd so, they'd 
missed out. The two tree rooms with double beds were given to Sav and Steve, and some woman with her 


husband. 


Once he was fully situated, curled up on his side, blankets tucked under his feet perfectly, Pete had to climb in and 
fuck it all up. That was another thing that made it difficult to sleep with Joe. He was overly picky about the 
covers. They had to be a certain way, he had fo lay in the perfect position, and whoever he shared the bed with 
could not move. At. All. Fortunately for him, Sav was an extremely deep sleeper. Once he entered dream land, the 
bassist barely moved. But Pete? He constantly squirmed. Curling up, stretching out again. From his side. To his back. 
Other side. Stomach Curling up night next to Joe. Clinging to him, draping a leg over his Burying his face in the 
lighter curls, and breathing on his neck 


When he could no longer take if, the front man cried out in aggravation. That was just more unneeded strain on his 
precious, irreplaceable voice.. Looking quite confused, Pete sat up. He yawned, giving the upset armature guitarist a 
perfect view of the gap between his teeth Deep down inside, Joe always wished he could just fix that. I was so 
annoying! Perhaps giving Pete braces in his sleep would be perfect revenge. 


"Will you just lay stil, dammit!" More of a demand, rather than a question 

Being the smart ass he was, Pete shook his head "Nah Im still not comfortable." 

"Then you had better get comfortable, and quick! Or Im throwing your ass out in the mother fucking hallway." 
"Oohh, such hostility..But that's to be expected from such an angry, violent man, now isn’t it?" 

Pete was toying with him. Trying to make him feel guilty, now wasn’t he? Joe was fuming. This wasn't very 
entertaining at alll "Pete./m warning you. Be. Fucking Stil So | can get some much needed rest. While you might be 
able fo play your fucking guitar, which just so happens to be too big for you, half asleep, | am unable to sing while 


sleep deprived" Probably too much emphasis on his speech, but he couldnt give a flying shit 


". Then maybe you should have thought twice before shaking me, leaving bruises on my shoulders, and hurting my 
back." 


oe let his jaw drop slightly. "You were trying to choke me! What was | supposed to do?! Just let your" 
‘Oh, blow me." Pete rolled his eyes. 


„Was that an invitation? Nah, couldnt have been, He didn’t swing that way, did he? Hmm..Joe didnt find the smaller 
guitarist attractive in the least. But if itd shut him the fuck up, then so be it! With quick reflexes, he removed the 
blankets, tossing them on the floor, to land in a crumpled heap. Completely forgotten, like some discarded piece of 

history which was no longer relevant. Surprised at the action, Pete looked from the blankets, fo his friend, and back 
once more. He sat up, but was quickly pushed back down. Joe's much larger hand was easy to pin hm with, square 

in the middle of his pale, hairless chest. 


"What the fuck are you doing?!" 
voe gave no answer. The hand which had been restricting the smaller guitar player slid down. Over his abdomen and 
nibs. Past his hip bones, until itd reached into Pete's boxers, removed his soft cock, and gave it a gentle squeeze. 


Almost instantly it responded Just as the larger male was leaning down, he gave his friend a shock 


Pete's hps were grasped, his skinny frame flpped over, and the only stitch of fabric quickly pulled down his bony 


legs, Tossed aside afterward 


With practiced motions, the male with lighter tresses pulled open the top drawer for the bedside table. It was no 


surprise that hotels kept lotion in there. Of course it was just travel sized, yet the perfect size for what Joe had 
in mind While Pete still had the shock factor in his system, his band mate slicked up two fingers In a flash, they 
were savagely sank them down into his tight, wet, heat. h response Pete howled Sensations werent foreign Oh, no! 
He was quite used to if. It was just such a surprise coming from older Leppard with the green eyes 


vbe gave his newest lover very litle time to adjust. Just the minimum amount. Until he could feel the inner walls 
loosening slightly. Digits were slid in, out, twisted, scissored a few times, and withdrawn He wasnt attracted to 
Pete, but his own cock was already hard. Sex was sex, after all See some action, get horny. As he kept reminding 


himself of Sav, his tight, little ass, perfect mouth, way he sounded in bed, Joe slicked himself in the thick cream. 


„But, what -really- got him, was that now he had the other man at his disposal, on all fours, so that he couldn't 
see his face, thoughts went through his head To take it easy. Not to hurt him. And while he did his fucking best to 
keep thoughts of his significant other fresh in his mind, they kept going back to Pete. And no, it wasn’t just because 
vbe had him in front of him. It was something else. Much- deeper. But what? 


One quick buck of his hips, and Joe was in. The straight haired musician groaned beneath him. A soft hiss following 
the noise. Sounds of nails across sheets met the Tallers ears. Soft pants, groans as well. When he began thrusting, 
Aboe recognized another sound Whmpering. That of a person on the edge of, or already, crying Was Pete in pain? 
Ht ddnt matter. All that did matter was reaching orgasm, so that he could finally welcome sleep! The cruel 
mistress that demanded attention at the most abrupt times of day. h other words, exhaustion attacking, and 
tempting Joe to fall in to a peaceful slumber. 


Another thrust, a louder whine. That's when he realized it. Pete wasn’t crying No, he was gasping, groaning, pushing 
back on his new lover's cock as if he were a two cent whore. oe was crying. Soft sounds leaving him, crystalline 
tears falling from hazy emerald orbs. t was all falling in place. 


He didn't hate Pete. Never had No. He loved him. God dammit! Joe loved the little annoying fucker! He adored the 
way the bastard laughed when he was drunk. How he was too tiny for his guitar. The way he looked in the morning 
Hair a mess, eyes half open, a lazy smile across his lps How he told stories that Joe had already heard a million 
times. Hs nervous, skittish demeanor before stepping out in front of a crowd. 


vbe also admired how his friend spoke. The way he stood, how he walked Everything about Pete, he loved, and 
couldn't bare to be without. That was why he cared so god damned much, He couldnt bare to see the one with 
obsidian locks throw his life away because of booze. Something so ignorant as alcohol, which seemed to claim so 


many rising stars, other people who were in their prime.. 


it would never work. Ever. They were just too different. Joe was dead set on controlling anything and everything 
He reeked of self confidence. Pete had none, he buckled under pressure much like house of cards paired with a gust 
of wind Whoever said ‘opposites attract was a filthy liar. 


ust a few more thrusts, and Joe was coming. An almost feral sounding growl escaping his well trained throat. 
Rather than staying and making sure his new partner achieved orgasm, he quickly pulled out, once his body was 
finished pumping out all he had to offer. Doing so caused his seed to leak out of his lover's entrance, drip down his 


thighs, and meet the bedsheets 


‘Clean up after your fucking self when you're done." The words were nearly impossible to get out. Joe wanted fo 
stay there. To cuddle and pet his friend To make certain he had his fill. But, no. Getting off of the bed, the 
unofficial band leader quickly locked himself in the bathroom, leaned against the locked door, sank down fo the 
floor, and wept Love should never have fo feel like that.. 


